A long time ago, a legend was known to exist, that a hundred 
generations are to be established before the village of Frostford goes 
under a curse. You see, there was a wizard, whose name was Altar Ganon. 
He was the greatest wizard of all time. However, while he was doing one of 
his enchantment spells, he broke the ancient crystal ball. That displeased 
the gods, and they cursed him and his village. And here we are today, 
where we will unveil the mystery and the hero who saved us all. 


“Mom! l'm going to the Enchanted forest!” | shouted. “Okay honey, be 
careful. Love you!” Mom said. “Okay,” | said to myself. “Winter officially starts 
in two weeks. However, this year, Frostford will have snow. We haven't had 
snow nor a real winter for generations now. The people deserve to be 
happy, and | will make sure they get what they deserve. All | have to do is 
find the “Book Of Spells,” and then find the evil Wizard and settle this issue.” 


As | stepped into the depths of the forest, | formulated a plan in my 
head for when | might find the book. “According to my research, the book 
should be under the great Willow tree.” | kept walking, listening closely to all 
the sounds around: a fox, a wolf, an owl. All these majestic creatures lived in 
this forest. “THE WILLOW TREE!!" | shouted as | ran towards it. Once | 
reached there, | saw something glow within the tree; when | touched it, a 
box emerged with my name engraved on it. “Evangeline.” | took the box, and 
when | opened it, | found the book. When | opened the book, | saw all the 
spells that could possibly help resolve this issue. One of the spells was a 
teleportation spell. Once | said it, | agpeared in a weird-looking place. In 
front of me stood a gray-haired, old-looking man, with a magical staff. “| 
have been expecting you, dear,” the wizard said. 

“Well, we want our Winter back. We are sick of living in the desert. We 
deserve to be happy as much as you do. And | will use these spells on you 
if | have to." | said. “Well then, if that's how you want to play, I’m up for the 
challenge,’ he said. And just like that, he started chanting some spells on 
me, and | did the same. Finally, with the last spell | cast, he vanished. “|..| 


did it. | actually did it. | WON !! YES, WE CAN FINALLY HAVE WINTER BACK!!” 
Tears of joy started running down my face just like a fountain would. 


2 weeks later 


| woke up with a weird sensation. It was oddly cold. | looked out the 
window, and for the first time ever, | saw snow. 


Title ideas for the poem 
(Desert’s Winter) or CWinter in a desert) 


Now I’m empty, 

Desert is gone. 

Winter season is upon, 

On this very day, I wonder away. 

Oh winter season, without you, all is gray. 
On this jolly occasion, I shall stay. 


